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and by then he was romantically and hopelessly in love with her. At
fourteen Elsa was a pretty coquettish thing who knew that she attracted
the boys and enjoyed the knowledge. It was generally considered
that she would 'break a good many hearts' before she finally settled
down into marriage. Paul was intensely jealous of her admirers and
suffered all the exquisite pain of calf-love. He would like to have
kissed her, but he did not know how so daring an act of gallantry might
be achieved. And he was filled with the dread that she might laugh at
him. He had endless fantasies in which he kissed her passionately and
in which she promised to marry him in a few years' time. In those
fantasies they sat together under the trees while he unweaved her long
plaits, and then they lay down together, their arms about each other,
and her soft fair hair, straight as rain, spread over them like a cloak.
But when they met he was awkward and shy, and painfully aware of
her indifference to him. She was sweet to him because she was sweet
to everyone; she was coquettish and gay because that was her nature
with the opposite sex, but he was very well aware that he had no
special interest for her, and rather less than some of the others she
mentioned.

It was almost a relief when at sixteen he was sent to Minns, to the
university, and had much else to think about.

Minns was a pleasant little Baltic town, proud of itself as a seat of
culture. It had colleges, museums, an ancient fortress, churches with
slender Gothic spires, a baroque palace whose stately gardens were now
a public park in which good open-air concerts were held, and upon
whose large ornamental lake the students went boating. It had narrow
cobbled side-streets with old houses with fish-scale tiles and over-
hanging upper storeys. It had inns with swinging wrought-iron signs
of bunches of grapes and fat town burghers. It had an opera house
and a fine municipal library. It had a harbour in which the graceful
, four-masted grain ships from Finland, bound for Australia, rubbed sides
with dirty little tramp-steamers from Estonia, and smart 3000-tonners
from Sweden.
Paul, a student's cap on his head, a pile of books swinging in a strap
from one hand, would wander restlessly round the harbour. He wanted
to travel. It was for him as though the whole world lay across the
Gulf of Finland. But first he had to get through his student years,
and then there was his military service, and both seemed pointless, since